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noon," said Mrs. West plaintively when an hour had
elapsed.
** What in hell does that dam Raja fellow mean, by
keeping us waiting like this ? " said Mr. West furiously.
** Now I tell you what we're going to do, girls. We're
going back to our rooms, right now, and Fll shake some
cocktails. We've some gin, vermouth and brandy,
thank God, and there's a tin o' biscuits in the lunch
basket. Those'U keep us from immediate starvation."
** But, Pa, what'U happen if the Maharaja turns up
while we're away ? " asked Mrs. West timidly.
" Let him. It may be darn swell to be guests in a
palace, but it's just as dam unpleasant to starve in a
palace as in a shanty," her husband replied testily.
At this juncture there appeared an official whom the
guests had not previously seen. With gentle voice and
expressionless face, he informed the Americans that His
Highness, pronounced " is 'iness," would be ready for
lunch at three-fifteen.
As soon as this liaison officer had withdrawn, Mr. West
remarked dryly, " That guy may be speaking truth or he
may be a darn liar. Anyway, we're not taking any
risks, you hear girls. We've plenty o* time to get a
couple of drinks each inside of us and be back on time.
I mean to get a big kick out o' those cocktails, so I'm
telling you."
As they left the drawing-room like conspirators, the
trio observed that the corridors were now filled with
idlers, who glanced disapprovingly at the guests* pur-
poseful migration to their own rooms.
The Wests and Olga returned to the drawing-room,
fortified by their refreshment, and prepared to accept
with equanimity another two hours* postponement of
lunch, but when they entered the apartment they found it
full of Indians, all of whom wore the regulation sherwaxi
and turban. Durrant, the only Englishman, proceeded
to present the Prime Minister, the Home Secretary, the